<So The Two Noble Kwfmetu 

And what fhall I doe then ? lie bring a heavy,’ 

A hundred blacke eyd Maides,that love as I doe 
With Chaplets on their heads of Daffadillies, 

With cherry -lips, and cbeekes of Damaske Rofes, 

And all vvce’J daunce an Antique fore the Duke,- 
And beg his pardon ; Then ihe talk’d of you Sir ; 

That you mull loofc your head to morrow morning, 
And fhe muft gather flowers to bury you. 

And fee thehoufe made handfome,then fhe fang 
Nothing but W illow, willow, willow, and betweene 
Ever wasjT’^weWjfaire Pal am on. 

And P alamort, was a tall yong man. The place 
Was knee deepe where fhe fat; her carclcs Treffes, 

A wreake of bull-rufh rounded; about her ftucke 
Thoufand frefh water flowers offevcrallcullors. 

That me thought fhe appeard like the fairc Nimph 
That feedes the lake with waters, or as Iris 
Newly drops downe from heaven*, Rings fhe made 
Of rufhes that grew by, and to ’em fpoke 
The pretcicli pofies.-Thus our true, love’s tide. 

This you may loofc, not me, and many a one: 

And then fhe wept, and fung againe, and figh’d. 

And with the fame breath ffnil'd,and kift her hand, 

»*Fr. Alas wbatpirty itis f 

Wooer, I made in to her. 

She faw me, and firaighc fought the flood, I fav’d her 0 
And (ether fafe tolancbwhenprefently 
She flipt away,and to the Citty made, 

With fucha cry, and fwiftnes,that beleeve me 
Shee left me farre behindc her; three, or feure, 

1 faw from farre offerofle her^one of ’em 
I knew to be your brother, where fhe (laid. 

And fell, fcarcc to begot away;I left them with heri 

Enter Brother ^Daughter ,and other t, 
And hether came to tell youiHere they are. 

Dattgh. lMajjoh never mere enjoy the Hght^&c, 

Is not this a fine Song ? 

Ere. O a very fine one. fljjjfc 


rheTwo Noble Kinfaen* ** 

Waugh. I can fing twenty more. 

nlue l h Y? truely can U can fing the Broome, 

A^d Bony Robin. Are not you a tauour ? 

Whet’s my wedding Gowne? 

Twill never thrive elfe. 

Of air e y ohfweete, &c. _ binges. 

Tiro. You muff ev’n take it patiently. 

ylngh. Good'ev’n,good men, pray did you ever hearc 
Of one yong P alamort ? 

lay. Yes wench we know him. 

Dattgh. Is’tnota fine yong Gentleman? 

Jay. Tis,Love. , 

Pro. By no meanecroffe her, (he is thendiftempera 
For worfe then now fhe fhowes. 

i . Fr. Yes, he’s a fine man. 

Daurh. 0,is he fo? you have a Sifter. 

1 . Fr. Yes* 

Dattgh. But fhe /hall never have him, tell her fo, 

Fpr a tricketh atl know,y'tiad beft looks to her. 

For if fhe fee him once, (he’s gone, fine’s done. 

And undon in an l^pwre. All the young Maydes 
Of our Towne are in love with him,but I laugh at’em 
And let ’em all alone, I s’t not a wife courfe i 
t.Fr. Yes. ('by him, 

Dattgh. There is at leaf! two hundred now with child 
There muft be fowre ; yet I keepe clofe for all this, 
Clofeas a Cockle; and all thefemuftbe Boyes, 

He has the tricke on’ t, and at ten yeates old 
They muft be all gelt for Mufitians, 

And Gag the wars of Thefetu. 

2 . Fr. This is ftrangc. 

I 3 Dattgh , 
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